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	Love Me Like You Do

**Here's to my first South Park story. Cheers~! This is actually a roleplay going on between my girlfriend and I on tumblr so excuse me if it's a little choppy. If you want to check out our blogs mine is youkilledme-youbastards and her Craig blog is onceuponatime-ididntgiveafuck. I hope you all enjoy c: Please review and let me know what you think.**

* * *

><p>It had been a long day…of ditching school. Tucker had pulled him aside before the morning bell rang and waved a brand new pack of cigarettes in front of his face. Kenny couldn't say no.<p>

The two had been smoking buddies for years, but Kenny, who spent his days working at the Tweak coffee shop to help pay bills, never had the money for cigarettes. That's where Craig came in. Sometimes he wondered why Craig had picked him of all people to spend in his company but the blond wasn't about to start complaining now. Why ruin a good thing, right?

So there they were, at the the park on the swings, each with a lit cigarettes in between their cold fingers. The sky was grey and sprinkles of rain kissed their faces. He glanced over to Craig and laughed tiredly.

"My dad was so fucking drunk last night."

He could talk about it. He could talk about it when it was casual, when it was a joke. What he didn't add was_ "…And he beat the hell out of me."_ But it was probably slightly too easy to figure him out, judging by the impressive black eye he was sporting. He ashed his cigarette then dropped it to the ground, letting the rain put it out.

"Gimmie another cigarette, dude."

Craig blew out another puff of smoke before looking at Kenny. He took in his appearance frowning.

"Your dad was drunk huh?" He handed him the pack of cigarettes. "Is that how you got that black eye, kid?"

Craig felt a burning hatred build up in his chest. Though he would never show it. He hated that Kenny would show up at school with a new bruise or two. He wasn't stupid, he knew that the kids parents abused him. He didn't want to think want they did to Kenny's younger sister, Karen. It made him sick.

Craig gritted his teeth before lifting the cancer stick to take another drag. He turned to look at the blonde who was enjoying his second cigarette.

"You know… Why don't you do something about it? Fight back or something. Why do you lay there taking it like a little bitch?"

Kenny's carefree expression disappeared and disappeared fast. But even so, he laughed, tapping out another ciagrette and lighting it up. "No man, Cartman got me in the eye with a baseball. Fat bastard."

The blond swung a little higher in his swing, taking a drag from his cigarette. And then Craig said it. He just had to worm his way into his business. But this was going too far.

His swing came to an abrupt halt, his heel digging into the dirt. He glared at Craig dangerously and the words that came out of his mouth tasted like venom.

"You don't know shit, Tucker."

Craig didn't know how his parents got. Craig didn't know how his parents got high every night and made meth in the back yard. Craig didn't know how Kenny would have to jump in front of his little sister to protect her from the swings and kicks. Craig didn't know that Kenny had cried himself to sleep last night. Craig didn't know a god damn thing.

He stood and began walking away.

Craig watched Kenny walk away with narrowed eyes letting out a scoff. He took a long drag of his cigarette before flicking it away.

"I don't know shit, huh" He chuckled bitterly. He stood up spitting on the ground. "Well fuck you too McCormick." He walked slowly in the direction Kenny disappeared. He didn't want to admit it but he was curious.

Grumbling angrily to himself, Kenny power walked his way in the direction of home. He didn't want to admit it, but Craig's words hung heavy in his head and rang loudly, annoyingly. Tucker didn't understand. If Kenny could do something he would. He'd been fighting through this his whole damned life. He didn't need some asshole telling him to man up. He did everything in his power every day to keep the peace at home.

He began to drag his feet and walk slower, frowning. He didn't want to go home. But where else did he have to go? He never went to Stan or Kyle with these problems. They had drifted apart. The two of them had their shit together, unlike himself. He didn't want to bring them down with his petty problems. And he sure as fuck wasn't going to Cartman of all people. So home it was.

Upon arriving at home, he visibly cringed at the noise coming from within his house. He could hear things being thrown and broken and yelling. He sighed heavily, walking up to the front door only to have it rudely opened in his face. He scowled.

"Move it, Kevin." he spat.

His clearly intoxicated older brother scowled right back, shoving the blond. "You wanna fucking go?" the older threatened.

"The only place I want to _go_ is to my room. Move it you stupid drunk."

Another shove. Kenny found himself on the ground with Kevin on top of him, about to throw a punch. Kenny squirmed but he had no hopes of getting the upper hand on his brother. So he turned his face to the side and closed his eyes, bracing himself for the blow.

Craig sighed angrily at himself as he lost sight of McCormick. Where the fuck did he go? Honestly he didn't know why he was following him in the first place. He was fucking tired and hungry so why was he following this guy who basically told him to fuck off?

He shook his head before making up his mind. He's going home, fuck this guy. He turned back before something made him pause. Was that Kenny? He hesitated before muttering 'shit'.

He jogged around the corner slowing as he saw the scene before him. Craig's eyes widened in anger, clenching his fist until his knuckles turned white. There laid McCormick on the ground, face turned away as his older brother, Kevin, was on top of him fist raised.

He didn't realize he was moving towards the two until his foot connected with the older McCormick's face. The brunette fell backwards, blood spurting from his nose.

"What the fuck?!" Kevin spat holding his nose. It was now obvious that he was drunk. Craig sneered stepping in front of Kenny.

"I should be asking you that, you son of a bitch." Craig growled. Kevin got to his feet spitting blood at Craig.

"This has nothing to do with you, asshole."

Craig looked at the blood on his shoes before slowly looking at Kevin.

"I don't give a fuck. I know for a fact that Kenny doesn't deserve this shit. So leave-"

Before he could finish Kevin's fist made contact with his cheek. Craig's eyes widened as he staggered back in shock. He paused before rage filled him completely. How dare this fuck face hit him of all people. Oh fuck no.

Sneering he threw himself at Kevin kneeing him in the stomach before throwing a punch. As the brunette fell to the floor Craig straddled him throwing punch after punch, satisfied as his blood stained his knuckles. Kevin yelled out in pain but his cries was met with another fist to the face.

As the body underneath him went limp Craig stood up panting, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He turned to Kenny glaring.

"Get up."

When his brother's fist never connected with his face, Kenny opened his eyes; eyes that went wide when he saw the scene unfolding before him. At first, he was angry. Craig really had to go out of his way to follow him home? But then, a sick sense of satisfaction filled within him at the sight of his brother getting what he deserved. But then it hit him.

He himself was going to pay for this later when Kevin recovered.

His brother would surely try to beat the shit out of him for his little "friend" jumping in to defend him. He'd get called a weakling and a pussy, and that filled Kenny with rage. He could only fight back so much. Sometimes it was easier to just take the blows and wait for it all to be over.

He was pretty sure his brother wasn't getting up anytime soon, but Kenny was pulling himself together and to his feet, only to grab Craig by the front of his jacket.

"You just had to shove yourself into my business, didn't you?" he sneered. McCormick looked to his unconscious brother then back to Craig, loosening his death grip on the blue fabric. He dropped his hand and sighed heavily,shaking his head.

But the blond didn't have much time to tell Craig to fuck off (again) because next thing he knew his sister Karen was running out the front door and into his arms, crying. Kenny's face was a painting of pain as she held onto him and just bawled.

"Shhh, it's okay, Karen." he smiled sadly, wiping away her tears.

"I don't feel safe here without you." she cried.

Craig hesitated as the siblings hugged. He was pissed at how McCormick reacted. At least he should thank him. Show some kind of gratitude or something. That asshole…Fuck it… that wasn't what was bothering him. He knew that things where bad… but he didn't know that it was THIS bad. He stared at them as Kenny comforted his sister Karen, hearing him whisper soothing things; promising he'll never leave.

Craig scoffed half-heartily, gaining the McCormick siblings attention.

"Whatever… I'm outta of here." He turned his back on them pulling out his pack of cigarettes. He brought it too his mouth lighting it before walking towards home. "You all are making me sick."

As he got to his home he opened the door to find his sister, Ruby, watching some sort of shit on the TV.

"Ugh _you're_ home." Ruby grumbled before turning her attention back to her show.

Craig sighed before flipping her off. He didn't really have the energy to fight with his sister right at the moment. He started to go up the stair planning on packing up his pipe and smoke for a little bit when his mother walked into the room, clearing her throat when she saw the growing bruise on his cheek.

" happened to you cheek?"

Craig sighed having been stopped. He turned to his mother and father, who entered the room when he hear his mother ask the question.

"Nothing."

His father scoffed. "Doesn't look like nothing."

Craig, tired of all the bullshit that he went through tonight, glared. "Oh so now you give a shit."

His father didn't say anything just lifted his middle finger flipping him off.

Craig stared at him before grunting. "Typical." He continued to make his way to his room.

As he got there he shut the door locking it. He got out his box that was filled with different colors and sizes of pipes. He grabbed a random one before pulling out his bag of weed. He started to pack the bowl when he paused. The pipe was a bright orange with brown and tan swirls. It only reminded him of McCormick… Dammit. Why does he keep thinking about that kid?

He threw the pipe down on the floor cursing as the weed spilled out on his floor. He ignored it and laid down on his bed sighing angrily.

Damn him. Damn Kenny McCormick.


End file.
